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ALED EMPEROR: An Anthelogy of International
Political Sative. Compiled and edited by Barbara Frults.
Pegasus. 223 pp. ¢l10, . ‘

NG EROWH SURVIVORS, Pavid Levines Paolitieal

Plank, Caricniures Ly David Levine. Gambit, 194 pp. §7.95.
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“In the preseut state of the world it is difficult not to
write satire,” _

Vell, "yes. But yvhen Juvenal wrote the line he was
thinking of the Roman Enipire of a.p, 100, vhich sug-
gests that there has seldom heen a time when salire did
hot seem to be the only adequate response by the writer
to the state of the world. The Jaw of supply and demand
is stubbornly inoperative in this are, however. Though
the nced for satire has heen constant through the cen-

turics, our store of the vintage stuff remajus skimpy,
and we have a hundred maslerpieces of poetry, narra-
tion and nonfiction for every immortal stroke of satire,
"Mankind heing what it is, there are always more than
.enoughi oceasjons for mockery, derision and contempt,
but there is hardly ever a Jonathan Swift available ca-
pable of tuming, savage indignation into literature.

The perpetual scarcily of Swifls is amply Hlustrated
-again by The Nuked Emperor, which describes itself as
“an anthology of international political sative,” Iis ma-
tevial is drawn from the humor magazines of seven
nations — Le Canard enchainé (France) s Pardon (West
Germany), Krokodil (Russia), Monocle (USA), Szpilfii
(Poland), Private Eye (England) and Tig Vicenta
(Argenting). Ranging that widely, tapping all those
sources, the hook can be taken as a fairly accurate
indicator of how things stand with wit and himor in a
world that badly needs as much of hoth as it can get.

Unhappily, like the news from everywhere clse, the re--

port from this sector alzo turns out (o he deprcssing.
The anain difficulty with a book like The Nebed Eim.
. peror’may be that political satire, heing necessarily
topical, is also highly perishablo. However blistering the
stufl may he when it comes {rom the Lypewriter, (he ;ting
and passion evaporate by the time it appears in an
authology years later, and often in translation at that,
All those French jokes and cartoons about Mongénéral
already have a whif of mold about them, and the
Argentine spoofing, verhal and visual, of Arturo Jron.
dizi mnskes one shify uneasily in one’s chair. Exactly who
was (is) Frondizi? The bloody good fun that Ingland’s
Private Eye vwas having with' Sir Alee Douglas-Home
back there iu 1966 remains lotally impenetrable to an
outlander in 1970, . ‘
. Though some of the greal salirists —- Aristephanes,
Juvenal — were oulright encimics of innovation and
staunch defonders of traditional values, the covrent
mode in salive is almosi cntively libarallefi and thus
vireleatly against he slatus quo, 'lfhismakcs for a cer-
- tain monotony in a hook like The Nated Lmperor: The
tone, the angls of Vision, is the same throughout, with
one exeeplion, which comes as more of a trial thay g
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a few potshots at tha lo:
the extracts from Xrol
funny. :

Here the Soviet Agne
remain sacrosanct, unl
jibes and jesting. “Sla
mean Siberian exile and
something from the Ste
didn’t yeeur regularly

Moscow. Since satire is
as nonexistent in Kroko .
Brennessel (The Thistle), which was the authorized
“humor” magazine of the Nazis, Krokodil is as much
a part of the Soviet cstablishraent as the KGB, and just
about as likely to turn on it. Krokodil’s idea of a fear-
lessly sativieal piece 55 an atlack on Cyrus Sulzberger of
The New York Times. And to show how litle they can
be intimidated by power and authority, they pull uo
punches when dealing with Paul Getty and Henry Ford
I, cither-~but the ciaperors of the USSR resnain fully
clothed at &ll times, )

The American cstablishment, too, remains largely un-
shaken by the contributions from HMonocle, which ap-
pears so furtively and infrequently that its staff must
be playing at getling out an underground paper in war-
lime. Its cditor, Vicior S. Navasky, writes about the
police suppression of 7% ) icenta in Argentina with
what seeras like a touch of cnvy. “Satire is taken more
scriously outside the USA,” he says in his Introdue-
tion Lo the present book. But in Monocle, at least a try
is.made at tinkering together a verhal five homb or two.
ven if no explosion oceurs, the malice and L will are
plainly there. Marvin Kitman’s piece on hoiv he found
the secret headquarters of the C1A (he inquired &: t
Sovict Embassy) may be the most amusing thing in the
book. : : s -

But, by and large, onc is lempied to call Phe Nefed,
Emperor a title in' search of a book, The amount of
genuine satire it offers is minival, page afier page being
devoted to casays and cartoons that ‘seldom get much
above the level of the Penn State Froif, or the Columbia
Jester. The book is also burdensd with a number of
selections by writers who can’t tell the difference be-
tween being snotty and being witty. Even the good pas-
sages, more often than not, keep reminding one of the
saying by the Polish aphorist Adolf Neuwert Nowa-
czynisld, who is 10t quoted in the hook, “A salirist,” lic
seid, “Is a lunutic who sets mouseiraps for an elephan

Sull, it is easy to tndersiand why every tyranny ever
khown has immediately cluaped down hard on Im.ve-
rick humor and open jiveverence, The invariable justi-
fication is that mockery and disrespeet damage the siate
and hencs are antisocial, but at the botiom of all such
striciures is the injured vanily of the leader, commis-
sar, dute or caudillo whose amour-propre mus: he
pretected no raatier what, No dictator, no totalitarian
regime, could poszibly tolerats a David Levine, vhoss
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